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On that great Example of Charity and Vertue 
The Right Honourable 


Ihe Counteſs Dowager of Thanet: 


| | Who died on Monday the 14th of Auguſt Inſtant, ; = 
At the Houſe belonging to that Noble Family in Alderſate-ftreer. 


S tother vigbt perplex d with Cares I lay Wbilſt Pilgrimaging here, ſheſtood poſſeſt 
Wiſhing th arrival of expected day, 3 Of Heaven in part; for her rich furniſht breaſ? 
6 I ſaw the Stars grown on a ſudden pale, Was a fair Temple, and her Heart a ſhrine, 
Heaven doubly ſhrouded with a Mourning-vail 3 : So paurg d, that ſhe appeared Al. Divine. 
A doleful $hreek invaded ſtreight mine ear, _ You that the World with Pazaced's vex, 
And fill'd my mind with Horrour and with fear. my Knew you no ſuccour gainſt an 4poplex ? 
Frighted I ri/e, and trembling reach the ſtreet, How happens it, that every day we meet 
Where Throngs of Poor and Needy Souls l meet, SS The looſer fort of people in the ſtreet 
Whoſe deep-fetch'd Sighs and Joynt-vnited Cries RS Fromdeſperate Diſeaſes freed > And why 
Pierced at once my Heart, and rent the Skzes. A Can you help them, and ſuffer her to dy ?>- 
In every Look Symptoms of wy I ſpy, Who was all Vertues in Epitoey. 
Too great at hiſt to ſpeak the reaſon why. WA She in whoſe Fate the fainting World ſuſtain d 
But when an Ebb of Sighs allow'd them breath, SE A general Loſs, too great to be regain d 
They ſadly told me this Good Lady's Death, n after-times : For her Example wrought 
Thanet { whoſe liberal Hand and open Door Through each Degree, and glorious Actions taugh 
Has long time been th Exchequer ot the Poor, | To al markinde, whilſt they by Copying hos 
The Pablick 0rd'nary of helpleſs Gueſts, | Iffeach Relation, learn d their own "7-7 
For whom her Bounty every day made Feaſts > _— Zeuty and Modeſty mix di- dc 3 


She ! $he ! is ſnatch d away, and we have none And in her 4% rretion, Orace, 
| Hier Hr dictated Humility, 


To keep us now, our great Reliever's gone, TRIS. r Ho | | 

Gone area. drop erde Main, to get and Aches did but feed her Cherity. 

Which, we may f@k, but not recover it. How bly ſhe diſpatch deach Scene of Life! 

I griey'd to hear the News, and their Complaint, A tender Aother { a moſt loving Wife / 

And ſat me down in Tears my Grief to vent. A gracious Aiſtriſi, an unwearied Friend“ | 
For ſuch a worthy Cauſe there's no excuſe, = Whoſe Love on Fortunes Swiles did ne re depend. 

Sorrow can make a Verſe without a Muſe. Truly Religioss, and in every thing 

What ſhe did here, by great Example, well aſt to the Church, and Loyal to her King. 

T inlive Poſterity, her F ame may tell. & She having thus tutor d the Standers by 

Her ſweet obliging Charms, her Courteſie, | = Sowell to live, now teaches them to dye. 

Her wary Guards, her wiſe Simplicity, | Nor need we bid her ſeep ſecure, who know 

Were like a Ring of Vertues bout her (et, That God himſelf rock d her to ſſeep below. 

And Piety the ce re where all met. | Her Soul being ſweetly Jnatch'd away to Bliſs, 

Though Streams of Grandeur flow d in her high blood, As if ſome Angel ſtole it in a K3/7, 

She before Great, preferr d the name of Good 3 There mounted high, beyond the ſbades of Death, 

Her Life ſo Regular, her Vertue ſuch, dhe draws pare Joys and Everlaſting Breath, 

Some commenc'd Saints of old with half ſo much. ; Whilſt here a generom Odor ſhall be fann'd 

She had a mind as cal as ſhe was fair, 1H By ſoſt perfumed Finds age 9, IR the Land ; 

Which like Reh E/erce in the locks of Fame, 
gh Shall tie, and there Embalm her Deathleſs Name. 
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With Allowance, Aug. 17. 1666. Ro. L'Eftrange. 
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